"I must confess that it has always struck me as being a singu-
larly beautiful piece of music. I hope to have the pleasure of
hearing justice done to it by your voice when our little play is
over."
"/sing it! Oh, I dare not. Ah! here is Mr Porcharlester. I will
make him promise to sing it for us."
"Green," said Porcharlester with ill-bred jocosity: "I dont
wish to disturb you groundlessly; but the fellow who is to play
the magic horn hasnt turned up."
"Good Heavens!" I exclaimed. "I ordered him for half-past
seven sharp. If he fails, the play will be spoilt."
I excused myself briefly to Linda, and hurried to the hall. The
horn was there, on the table. Porcharlester had resorted to an
infamous trick to get rid of me. I was about to return and demand
an explanation, when it occurred to me that, after all, the bands-
man might have left his instrument there at the morning rehearsal
and had perhaps not come. But a servant whom I called told me
that the man had arrived with military punctuality at half-past
seven, anci had, according to my orders, been shewn into the
supper room joining the hall, and left there with a glass of wine
and a sandwich. Porcharlester, then, had deceived me. As the
servant returned to his duties, leaving me alone and angry in the
hall, my attention was curiously arrested by the gleaming brass
curves of the instrument on the table. Amid the inanimate objects
around me the horn seemed silent and motionless in a way apart,
as though, pregnant with dreadful sound, it were consciously
biding its time for utterance. I stole to the table, and cautiously
touched one of the valves with my forefinger. After a moment I
ventured to press it down. It clicked. At a sound in the supper
room I started back guiltily. Then the prompter's bell tinkled. It
was the signal for the cornist to prepare for his cue. I awaited the
appearance of the bandsman with some shame, hoping that he
would not discover that I had been childishly meddling with his
instrument. But he did not come. My anxiety increased: I hurried
into the supper room. There, at the head of the table, sat the
soldier, fast asleep. Before him were five decanters empty. I
279

